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The mofi lamentable Tragedy 
Enter Bcnvolio. 

Een.O Romeo, Romeo . , brave Mercutioh dead. 

That gaUant fpirit hath afpir’d the clouds, 

Which too untimely here did fcorne the earth. 

T ,T', This da y, es bIac! < e ^ce on more daies doth depend, 
I his but begins the woe others muft end. 

Ben. Here comes the furious Tibalt back again, 

Rom. He gone in triumph, and Mercutio flaine. 

Away to heaven refpe£ive lenity,. 

And nre and fury be my conduct now. 

Now Tibalt take the villaine backe againe 
That late thou gav'ft me, for Mercutio s fonle 
Is but a JictJe way above our heads. 

Staying for thine to keepe him company : 
hither thou or I, or both, mud goe with him. 

Rom* This fhall determine that. 

Thej fight. Tibalt/^///, 

Ben. Romeo* away , be gone, 

The Citizens are up , and Tibalt flaine : 

Stand not amaz-d,the Prince will doom thee deaths 
Jr tnou art taken-; hence, be gone, away. 

Rom. O J am fortunes foole. 

Ben. Why doft thou flay / 

Exit Romeo, 

Enter Citizens. 

Cit. W hich way ran he that kil’d Mercutio f 
Tibalt that murderer, which way ran he ? 

Ben. There lyes that Tibalt. 

Cit. Up fir, goe with me, 

I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 

Enter Trincctold Mountague, Capulet, 

their wives and all. 

Bfiin- Where are the vile beginners of this fray ? 

Ben. O noble Prince, I can difcover all 
The unluckie mannage of this fatal! brail. 
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of Romeo and Juliet. 

There lyes the man flaine by young Romeo , 

That flew thy kinfman brave Mercutio. 

(fiap. Wi. T ibalt my coufin,0 my brothers childe, 

O Prince, O coufin, husband, O theblood is fpild, , 

Of my deare kinfman : Prince, as thou art true, 

For blood of ours fhed blood of Mountague. 

0 coufin, coufin. 

Erin. Benvolio, who began thi s bloody fray ? 

Ben. Tibalt here (lain, whom Romeo’s hand did flay, 

Romeo that {poke him faire,bad him bethinke 
How nice the quarrell was , and urg’d withal! 

Your high difpleafure : all this uttered 
W ith gentle breath, calme look, knees humbly bowed. 

Could not take truce with the unruly fpleene 
Of Tibalt deafe to peace, but that he tilts 
With piercing fteele at bold Mercutio’ s breaft: 

W ho all as hot, turnes deadly point to point. 

And with a martiall fcorne with one hand beats 

Cold death afide, and with the other fend s 

It backe to Tibalt, whofe dexterity 

Retorts it : Romeo he cryes aloud, - 

Hold friends, friends part jandlwifter than his tongue 

His agillarme beats downe their fatall points. 

And ’twixt them rufhes : underneath whole arme, 

An envious thruft from Tibalt hit the life 
Of flout Mercutio, and then Tibalt fled t 
But by and by comes backe toRomeo, 

Who had but newly entertain’d revenge. 

And too’t they goe like lightning : for ere I 
Could draw to part them was flout T ibalt flaine. 

And as he fell did Romeo turne and flie. 

This is the truth , or let Renvolio dye. 

(fiap-Wi. He is a kinfman to the Mount agues, 

Affe&ion makes him fa! fe, he Ipeakes not true : 

Some twenty of them fought in this blacke ftrife. 

And all thofe twenty could but kill one life. 

1 begge for juftice, which thou Prince muft give, 

F 3 Romeo 







